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INTRODUCTION 

I chanced to lay my hands on the poems in rhis 
small book while salvaging the earliest records of my father 
late Dr. B. Ramakrishna Rao - an exe'cse that has been 
going on for quite some time. The original manus(:rip-!s 
of these poems, written in his own hand, were found in 
worn out papers, in faded ink of different hues. That was 
the period when he was studying B.A 8- B A,(hons)iri Fer- 
gusson College Poona (Pune) during 1919-1920, when the 
auihor was just an young student of about 2) years The 
language, diction, style rhyme and rhythm of ihe pcerr.s 
apparently belonged to the Vicmrian age. Naturally 'he 
author could not have escaped the aesthefic and etymo¬ 
logical climate that pervaded the English p *etry which was 
m vogue in the first quarter of this century More so, a 
meritorious scholar that he was (Walker Medalist of 'the 
Nizam College, then affiliated to Madras University - and an 
Ellis Scholarship holder of the Bombay University) he could 
not but be impressed by she ethos of the era that has gone 
by, and fall m line with the stvies and standards set by the 
eminent fndo-Angtican poets of that period, even as the 

present day poets could not resist the influence and impact 
ot the several cultural political and linguistic milieu in which 
they fmd themselves. 


I am neither competent nor inclined to dwell further 
on the subject. Suffice is to say that just as the author 
of ihe poems wrote for his own inner satisfaction as poin¬ 
ted out in the Foreward, I am also publishing these few 
poems for my own satisfaction. 

n ' to express my grateful thanks 

I? 't'^^P^.I^ftnakrishna Rao garu, professor and the 
Head of English Department of Sri Satya Sai Institute of 
...gher Laming, Prashanti Nilayam, who has so kindly 
graceo this slender volume with his Foreward. My sincere 
thanks are also due to my old friend Sri A. D. Bhogle (Re¬ 
tired Professor of Fiench, Osmania University) for his valu¬ 
able suggestions which helped me to edit the poems. 


B. RANGANATH RAO 



Adapa Ramakriahna Rao 
M.A (Madras) 

M.A. (Osmania) 

M-A.. Ph D. (Wisconsin) 
Pfofessor and Head 


Department of English 
Sri Sathya Sai Institute 
of Higher Learning. 
Pfasanthi Nilayarn-51 5134 

20th July, 1989. 


FOREWORD 

In the early decades of the present century 
the Late Dr. Burgula Ramakrfsbna Roa's was a 
name to reckon with, first, in the erstwhile 
Hyderabad State, and subsequently, in the 
state of Andhra Pradesh. Patriot, freedom- 
fighter, advocate, stateman, scholar and crea¬ 
tive Writer-he had achievements to his credit 
in diverse fields. It was largely owing to his 
vision and tireless efforts that the Telugu peo¬ 
ple, once scattered in different states under the 
rule of different governments, were brought 
together in the new state of Andhra Pradesh. 
His services as the Governor of the states of 
Kerala and Uttar Pradesh won the approbation 
and admiration of consummate practitioners 
of statecraft. 



Though Dr. Ramakrishna Rao was thus drawn- 
into the vortex of politics, he had always been 
responsive to the call of letters and distingui¬ 
shed himself as a sound scholar and gifted 
writer. He knew many languages - Telugu, San¬ 
skrit, English, Urdu, Persian, Arabic, and Mara¬ 
thi. He wrote and published several poems and 
essays in Telugu. His profound knowledge of 
Sanskrit and thorough command of Telugu are 
quite evident from his verse translations of 
such celebrated hymns as Kanaka-dhara-sta- 
vam and Saundaraya-Lahari. The qualities of 
head and heart needed by one who undertakes 
the translation of those gems of devotional 
poetry can be understood only by students of 
Sanskrit hymnology Dr. Rao was a Vaishnava 
by birth and upbringing, and his heart was 
ever responsive to the enchanting sounds of 
the divine Flute-Player. It was this piety, this 
innate longing for the realisation of :the Sup¬ 
reme Spirit that prompted him to translate Sri 
Sankara's Sanskrit hymns into Telugu, and to 
cgmpose a number of devotional verses in 
Telugu in praise of Bhagawan Sri Sathya Sai 
Baba to whom he was deeply attached in the 
later part <?rf his life. The same spirit had led 
him to compose poems like "Radha's 



Desires,” "Birthday Offering", and "The Dream 
of a Poetess" in English. 

The fact that Dr. Rao did not publish his 
English poems during his active life is a clear 
indication of the fact that he wrote them pri¬ 
marily for his own emotional and aesthetic 
satisfaction. That, indeed, is the primary 
object of ail true poetry, in the memorable 
words of Goswami Tulasidas, a poet composes 
his poem for his own inner joy - swaantassu- 
khaaya. 

Dr. Rao felt the impact of two major influ¬ 
ences - the Romantic strain (both European 
and native) and the mystic strain, derived 
again, from native sources and from the Sufi 
poetry in the Persian Language. Traces of 
these two great trad itions are evident in almost 
all the pieces brought together in this slender 
volume by his son, "Sri Burgula Ranganatha 
Rao. They deserve the close attention of those 
that wish to become acquainted with one 
facet of the dynamic personality of a noble 
son of India and also to understand the prevai¬ 
ling Romantic mode in our literature in the 
first half of this century. 

— Adapa Ramakrishna Rao 
ill 




The Dream of a Poetess 

Ths Divine Child had thrown his golden bail 
O'er the skies; it now had fallen down 
And sunk, in obedience to His call, 

In a thousand coloured sea of setting glory. 

Pale shone the silver moon o'er our heads, 

A solitary star flitted by his side- 
Placing her footsteps wherever he trod 
Like the faithful shadow or a loving bride. 

I dreamt - but then it was a waking dream, 

I woke but to dream and dreamt but to wake. 

1 rode on the blue waves of heavenly stream 
And swam to the banks of Eternity. 

I heard the mystic songs of forest-birds. 

And heard the whispering words of the wind 
And rapturous strains of billowing waters 
All sung in tune with the notes of my mind. 

1 saw my Lover playing 'hide-and-seek' 

With Himself-hiding, seeking, and finding. 



!s it His play or whim, or childish freak 
To draw the web in and out of Himself ? 

1 saw the unseen light in velvet leaves 
And heard the secret music of their hearts. 
They sang in sweet concord with murmering 

brookssi 

Of world's great harmony, each in its parts. 

The stone I lay upon began to move, 

It rose arid fell like my Lover's bosom. 

And spoke in soft musical tones of Love 
That stone was n'er too hard to melt and speak. 

1 peeped into the astral regions, 

I scattered the forming nebulous mass. 

Till knowledge hid no gems, illusions' veil 
.Was torn and all was clearly seen through glass 

Each bubble on the waters, each green leaf. 

Each piece of rock, each scented flower-bud. 

Each glittering star cried with strong belief, 

LHe am I, He am I, Oh that am 1" 

. Methought 1 lost my sight, but lo! 1 found 
' 'An inner brightness that eyes could not see; 

1 thought I could hear my songs no more. 

But I heard the world's hidden harmony. 
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The stone, the leaf, the water, and the star. 

The flower, and the music, and the lyre, 

The sound, the ear, and the player all these are 
But many different names for my Lover. , 


Oh ! Then l found myself in each of these- 
A player upon the broken - stringed iyre- 
But one who con'd be one with the Poet- 
The quintessent source of a!! my Love's fire. 


Love's Messenger 

Go gentle wind, go musk-robed messenger, 
Riding on the fleet-footed deer and whisper 
My stifled sobs and burning sighs to her. 

And 0! bring back from her a kiss ! 
i know thou wilt go, but she mocks - she mocks 
Ah ! go and naughty boy, play with her locks ! 

Oh ! how shall I bear these tremendous shocks ! 
And dishevel her dress and also kiss ! 

Come cruel wind, come scent-bathed 

messenger. 

Riding thy fleet-footed deer and whisper 
To me the cold, killing answers from her. 

Oh ! what a reward for my hope of kiss ! 

Messenger, thou hast got for what I die. 

Rich with the spoils of a maiden shy. 

Thou scatterest thy stolen scents over the sky. 
Her sweet breath and the perfume of her kiss ! 
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Amsvssys (New-moon night) 

Eternal darkness encompassing all, 

How omnipotent thou art ! Every thing, 

0 dreadful goddess, thou dost make thy thrall, 
What subtle music fills thy shadow's wing 
Whose sombre harmony of magic charms 
Like Cirene's tongue allures, and then transmutes 
The many colours into one ! Thy arms 
Embrace things and dress them in sable suits. 

The green of grassy hills and rocky steeps. 

The green and yellow leaves of giant trees. 

The blue waves of the silent ocean deeps. 

The playing children of the nightly breeze. 

They aM are merged in thee : thy solemn airs 
In silent grace sing thy sweet lullaby 
To the world, while fire-flies dance in thy hairs 
Like golden flowers, or stars on the sky. 



The Death Song 


The silent waves in stately motion glide 
Along the current of the crystal stream. 

The snow-white foaming waters in its full pride 
Dances on waves like milk-covering cream. 

Anon from waves the pearly swan does rise 
And nymph-like, plays with the white foamy toys. 
There is hardly a pearl to hunger prize. 

There is scarcely to drink of nectar choice, 
inside tne crystal cradle sleeps the swan 
With raised looks towards the moon and star. 
And keeps awake for the golden-rosy dawn. 

At last the door of morn is thrown ajar. 

And then the God o' Light with perfect ease 
The creature sees; with enrapt heart and soul 
She sings the greeting songs; her songs then cease; 
She sleeps an Eternal sleep - Thats her goal. 



The Forest Night 


Alas ! The happy spring tide is now past: 

Our sweet fiowery mornings are no more. 

Shades of night have fallen in darkness fast. 

Death and deep silence reign on streams of gore. 
Amidst a frightful forest is he left. 

Amidst the silent noise his way he gropes 

Through tangled trees and rocky heights and 

slopes 

In fierce roars of beasts, and of all help bereft. 

A light is streaming yonder far away 
Over the teak-woods like a beacon fire 
To guide the nightly pilgrim on his way 
Through rocky trees or forest-hills or mire. 

What thrills his bosom now? Hope Divine Hope, 
That comes to rescue Despair from sad death. 
And purifies the dying man's last breath: 

So with hope rebuoyed, he began to grope. 

And on and on towards the forest light 
He trudged his weary steps in dread darkness 
The giant trees with an their ghastly might 
Barring his path, but he went on dauntless. 


7 



He found it quite so near but ever away, 

He seemed to reach it but never so near. 

He failed in breath his body shrunk with fear 
When all was dark and there seemed no light's ray 
"A mirage"!-thought he and he loudly wept; 

He wept in deep despair but wept not long. 

From out the womb of East the bright Sun leapt 
Out amidst songs of birds and sphere's song. 

Then all is Light-no trace of darkness seen; 

To him the whole world is clear in daylight. 

With vision blest he now can see aright. 

Sees, enjoys and is blessed, 0 Bliss! Unseen 1 



Birthday Offering 


What shall ! offer Thee, my Love and Lord ? 

My heart and rayseff are Thine what have i 
TO make an offering ? A neatared word? 

Myseif ? A bleeding heart? A aarniag sigh ? 

Or what ? For look ! a nectared word Thy nama, 
Myself ana not myself, a bleeding heart- 
Thine own, a burning sigh-that heart's. But shame 
Bids me; shy queens 1 know not what they part. 
But soft ! A wreath of basil leaves 
I shall make for Thy Lotus-feet, 

Thou dine with me tonight these loaves 
With milk, cream, and butter sweet. 

Then upon my lap shait Thou lie. 

And 1 shall sing till heart-strings break 
Thy name-this be Thy luUaby- 

Sleep Master-sleep, let not day br^ak. 
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Sorrow's Festival 

Oh ! let me bathe in showers of my tears 
And dress in suits of memoried darkness 
Come, feed me with the entrails of my heart 
That i may live a 'huma', self eating. 

Han I dark Queen, iVfemory, hail and sing 
Thy secret songs in heart stored by years 
n rhythmic harmony, or aim thy poisoned dart 
Anew at every moment with fresh sting 
That I may taste thy poignant sweetness, 
o these be the joys that a feast can bring! 
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Radha's Desires 

Morning 

The shades of night have fled to their dark caves 
And the sweet songs of birds welcome the morn 
And lo ! the milkmen have milked all their cows 
And tied with ropes the young unwilling calves. 
Look how he drives the cattle-rows 
Before and he follows ! 

Were 1 that yonder cow, with crooked horn, O 

were I she 

From dawn to dusk would he have tended me. 

How when I fondly licked his body, would 
Have fondled my neck and caressed ! 

On my raised face his fair lips would have pressed 
Were 1 that yonder cow, how good, how good ! 

Noon 

The mid-day sun is burning hot on high. 

And lo ! The grazing cows have all their 

meadows left 

To repose under tree-shades standing nigh 
Chewing the oft chewn cud and grassy tuft. 

Look ! how he sleeps upon the bunyan tree 
After his mid-day meal, and see 
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His meai-sack hanging by. 

Weie 1 that bunyan tree, were i that tree 
At noon-tide he would have rested on me. 

How when 1 touched his body with my leaves 
And screened him from the scorching heat 
Would he have slept on my bosom that heaves. 
Were ! that bunyan tree, how meet, how meet ! 

Dusk 

The ruddy glow of the setting sun runs before 
The fast-enveloping shadows of night. 

The eager cattle cry for young one's sight 
And rush homewards. Hear the cowherd's roar! 
I see the dust-clouds raging high 
By the stirring cattle and calmly sigh. 

Look ! Where the cowherd runs. 

Were I an atom of that dust he treads. 

Were ! that particle once, 

0 still would have stuck to his feet, 

Ever kissing them-be they on grass-beds 
Or in muddy waters, or on a siiken-sheet. 

Soft! 1 hear the magic notes 
Of his flute; borne on zephyr's wings 
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They pierce through ears and steal 
My soul away-thieves sent by King of Kings ! 

Were i that bamboo flute whose music floats 
Anew at every moment filling the azure skies. 
Were I that flute when I would feel 
The divine touch of his coral lips, I would 
So respond to his honeyed voice. 

Were 1 that flute, how good, how good ! 
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She stretched her arm towards the Lotus stalk. 
First she cannot make out the stalk and arm. 

But then she plucked the stalk by charm 
And turned towards the bank to walk 
The thousand-rayed keeper of the Lotus-prisons 
Had just unlocked their petaiied doors. 

The tips].'' bee that knew not the Time's course 
And was confined overaighi yet remains 
Sucking the scented honeys in the jail. 

And lingers still forgetting his release. 

But when it is plucked he wakes from his ease 
And springs up on wings and then sings his tale ! 
She heard with care the black-bee sing 
And thus she cries shaking her head. 

"Cruel was 1 to drive thee from thy bed 
And wake thee in thy sleepful spring 1 
Fly not-1 leave this lotus back- 
And pray, around my locks do not hover, 

3o in and sleep in thy bower ! 

I leave it and go on my track. 



An Apology 

Pardon pray pardon, 0 my feathered friends ! 

0 gentle creatures (more human than man 
Who kills his own as well as other kinds. 

Who others' blood drinks and his pleasure finds-) 
0 pardon me-a man-if so you can 
My tale of cruelty is one that never ends. 

I walked under the trees and waked you up 
From your happy slumberous and golden 

dream. 

My cruel feet fell on the rustling leaves 
And as a ship its way in ocean cleaves. 

So did the noise break through the wind 

and scream 

On your ears and you alasi atonce have flown. 
Perchance you were a young and happy gentle 

o- • t. . P®"' 

ringing the music of love in each other's ears 
In whispered breaths and shy in-complete words, 

I know not your language 0 birds. 

But I can read your airy hearts and their fears. 
Their hopes, their joys, their loves, and their 

despair. 
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You were, perchance, an young and anxious 

spouse 

in discreet mutual consultation 
As to where you your eggs should lay 
That your enemies might not find their way. 
You were, perhaps, to meet the occasion 
Planning to seek a nest and leave this house; 

Or perhaps you were a solitary couple 
Weary of society's sickening mirth, 

And loving sequestered walks and meditation 


Calm laughing at the world's wild gay fashion. 

With philosophic mirth looking down upon 

earth 

As universal ocean's vanishing bubble- 

Or were you yourselves drinking the wine of love- 
immortal - from the golden cup of youth 
Sweet honeys of the spring- blossoms of Time? 
Perchance you were in playful mood and rhyme 
And sharing from each other's sprouting mouth 
The viands made of plants or worms that move. 
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or had you your hearts in enjoyment fixed 
Pleasing with pretty plays and wilful bickerings. 
Assumed perversities and ardent vows, 

Zealous assurances and reconciling bows, 
Reproachful glances and affectionate lookings- 
A!l these in honeyed kisses sweetly, inter-mixed? 

But pardon, pardon my young plumed friends. 

One who your happy pleasure thus did spoil. 

For it has left a pang of remorse keen 
On me, and I shall never more be seen 
To disturb the enjoyment for which you toil - 
Not even by this song which at once ends- 
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Dew Drops on Lotus Leaves 

The pearly dew drops glisten on the Lotus-leaf, 

The gathered tears of our Father in the skies 
Who weeps and rains His tears for His children's 

grief. 

0 tears of Mercy fallen from His Lotus-eyes ! 

Morning, Usha, come and gather those 

sacred drops 

Of tears which His Lotus-eyes shed on 

lotus-leaves. 

And make an offering of these first Newday 

crops 

To Day's Lord who with which the rain-bow 

beauty weaves. 

O, let the tipsy bee alone to drink the wine. 

Look at his insatiate thirst for sweets; 

But does he too not in their petatied prisons pine? 
The Lotus-leaf never wets in waters it meets- 
Be they the dew-drops or the teardrops-they fall. 
But on that harmonized self they cannot rest at all. 
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Man's sorrows are as ephemeral as his joys, 
The flood of tears that he sheds, it but 

only waters 

The short-lived plants of further happiness. 

Like boys 

Who sail their paper-boats in mud-ridden 

gutters. 

The Great Infant plays with us but He truly 

knows 

The deeps and shallows which our Life-ships 

will meet 

In Universal Ocean and our course he shows. 
Ever watching till our eyes the goal does greet. 

Our path though rough and steep is clearly 

straight, 

Straight over rocky steeps and thorny ways 
Of Virtue, Service, Love-the triple gate 
Of God's abode-the goal of human race. 
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The Beacon Blaze 


Thy spirit fiew and Mother, 1 said. 

You had no love for us thy children 
0 how could you leave us so ? 

1 saw thy airy form hovering over the flesh 
Form and face thine and more, two wings 
Thine angelic arms spread, perhaps to lift us up 

Or like a child torn from its mother so unwilling 

to go 

Still struggling to escape the separator's grasp, 

I saw thee in a dream not in reality alas ! 

Ere more 1 feel the want of thy worshipful presence 

I throw alas ! ! regret 1 knew not thy worth 
When I played around thy knee and thou watched 

1 knew thee then simply as the authoress of my 

being 

Not the securer of my bliss that thou art 
1 had felt so in my cradie-1 realize it now. 

Thou comest, and mine eyes were dazzled 
By thine halo mine head dizzy too sweet 
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The sme!! - attending thy presence. Thou 

hads't with thee 

My brothers-and sisters tiny winged creatures. 

Oh ! I be One 

They seemed not much to mind me; only greeted 
Me with a heavenly greeting "Hail Come with us" 
Off to play they scamper. And mother dear, thou 
Lingerest behind. Sayest thou, "Dream not. 

I think not of thee. I keep thine way here 
clear of dangers and temptations. 1 sustain 

thy breath 

And courage till thou had'st it added thine 
To the world's happiness and cometh unto me" 
But oh 1 1 would come unto thee now. 

'No' sayeth thine voice "Heaven is not for those 
That have duty and shun it. 

Thou art here with a mission assigned- 
Burn thyself into oneness with thy Maker 
In the furnace of virtue and love of His children 1 
Thou shalt come when thine deeds fit thee 
To heaven. If thou wouldst not be guided and run 
Thine own course into the pitfalls of gold and 

vice 
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Thence into the abysmal pit - the inferno. 

Every morning breeze shall bring thee my biddings 

Thou shalt abide by them and hope to join me 

soon" 

The figure of my mother vanished; but the biddings 

Wafted on the wings of wind reach me every 

morn. 
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Saraswathi 


Hail Divine queen of knowledge ! Fair Goddess ! 
Thou clad in white and pure and infuse, thy light 
And dispel the blind legions of darkness 
About and put them to a timid flight. 

The far tinkle of thy golden anklets 
We hear along many a high roofed hall 
And corridor and hearken to the soft notes 
By thy harp whose sweet murmur gently floats 
Over eternity and yet we hear not all! 

Oh queen thy distant music softly blends 

With the secret of the eternal universe 

And all this harmony such an enchantment lends 

To our frail Reason it cannot converse 

With Truth a gem that loves the deeps 

And ignorance reigns supremely. 

So allowing us only occasional peeps 
Behind the clouds hovering over our heads 
And thus his path the erring mortal treads. 



Chandrama 


Tell me Chandra, what thou art - pray te!! ms : 

The silver symphonies over the sleeping earth 
Thou nightly spreadest; all crystalline lakes 
And rippling streams blend their murmering notes 
To thy soft enchantment and magic subtlety. 

Whi':e Zephyr's whispering songs are the boats 
In which thy choir sails; we, charmed snakes. 
Dance to thy music in ecstatic mirth 
And speechless rapture. Pray tell me. 

Tell me Chandra, what thou art; pray tel! me. 

A marble bark upon the heaven's azure brine- 
Sauntering stately through white-blue cloudwaves? 
Art thou bound to the All Eternal Caves ? 

And art thou going, Sashi, to play hide and seek 
With the sea-nymphs amidst the ocean waves ? 

Or dost thou wander on moon-stone mansions 
Whereon some lonely love-sick maiden raves, 

To kiss off the sweet nectar of her cheek ? 

0 heavenly pilgrim, which is the shrine 


25 



Of all thy homage and adorations ? 

Yet like a careless milkmaid dost thou spill 
Thy cup of nectar which o'erflows the rill 
And rains cool comfort on the Universe;- 
Thus dost thou squander light-thy borrowed pu,.. 
Like a prodigal youth with no thought of morro,, 
Until he has some one left to borrow ! 

Oft from ray window-sill I mark 

When daily thou on Journey dost embark, 

TM for a moment o'er the college-hill 
Thou shinest as on Shiva's crown, 

And then,.in that milky ^ea dost thou drown- 
Even as all seifs one day will 


In that greate,0,ne, ,, , 

me !C|i^ndi:at,wfe.gtsthouiart, pray felt mie. 


To ste ttou an a or.eviug widow,paje, 

face as qatmeuts - hiding (ro„.q,an's .gatte. 

nsk l^PiU^hfpubiesttthenDfivith'thJ^'W 

o some thomm-ti;awirgia 



With charm and beauty all immaculate. 
Singing thy love-songs In each hill au^ dale; 
This or that as their changing mind conceives 
And idle fancy thy impression leaves; 

8ut Sashi, to me thou art a mystery. 

And so thou shalt ever remain lovely 
That ! may ever dream and so love thee; 
Therefore pray tell not me, pray tell not me- 


Finis 
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